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The Eleventh Hour of the Eleventh Day	/
of the Eleventh Month
tt was a few minutes before the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of
i the eleventh month. I stood at the window of my room looking
up towards Trafalgar Square, waiting for Big Ben to tell that the war
was over. . . . Suddenly the first stroke of the chime.
I looked again at the broad street beneath me. It was deserted.
From the portals of one of the large hotels absorbed by Government
Departments darted the slight figure of a girl clerks distractedly
gesticulating while another stroke of Big Ben resounded. Then from
all sides men and women came scurrying into the street. Streams of
people poured out of all the buildings. The bells of London beganja-
clash. I could see that Trafalgar Square was already swarmii?^;^
Around me in our very headquarters disorder had broken out.
Doors banged. Feet clattered down corridors. Everyone rose from
the desk and cast aside pen and paper. All bounds were broken.
The tumult grew. It grew like a gale, but from all sides simultane-
ously. The street was now a seething mass of humanity. Flags
appeared as if by magic. Streams of men and women flowed from
the Embankment. They mingled with torrents pouring down the
Strand on their way to acclaim the King.
Almost before the last stroke of the clock had died away the strict,
war-straitened, regulated streets of London had become a triumphant
pandemonium. At any rate it was clear that no more work would be
done that day. Yes, the chains which had held the world were
broken. Links of imperative need, links of discipline, links of brute
force, links of self-sacrifice, links of terror, links of honour which had
held our nation, nay, the great part of mankind, to grinding toil,
to a compulsive cause—every one had snapped upon a few strokes
of the clock.	Winston Churchill
As The Curtain Falls
yris difficult to turn our attention elsewhere while our eyes and
i minds are centred on the unfolding of the last acb in one of the
great dramas in history.
Some people think that it is characteristic of a tragedy that it
should have what is technically known as an unhappy ending. The
ending in this case is not going to be in that sense an unhappy one.
But in all the essentials of tragedy (the ups and downs of fortune, the
alternations of hope and fear, the interplay of heroism and suffer-
ing and sacrifice, and let us add, the final triumph of the good cause),
the war upon which the curtain is about to fall has been unique and
supreme* It is not too much to say that it has cleansed and purged the
whole atmosphere of the world. Mr Asquith on November 2, 1918

